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Into another shape, born of the first, As beautiful, but yet another world.
All this so stirr'd him in his hour of joy, Mix'd with the phantom of his coming fame, That once he spake: " I lift the eyes of thought, I look thro5 all my glimmering life, I see At the end, as 'twere athwart a colour'd cloud, O'er the bow'd shoulder of a bland old Age, The face of placid Death."    Long, Eustace, long May my strong wish, transgressing the low bound Of mortal hope, act on Eternity To keep thee here amongst us!    Yet he lives; His and my friendship have not suffered loss, His fame is equal to his years:  his praise Is neither overdealt, nor idly won.
Step thro' these doors, and I will show to you Another countenance, one yet more dear, More dear, for what is lost is made more dear; "More dear" I will not say, but rather bless The All-perfect Kramer, Him, who made the heart, Forethinking its twinfold necessity, Thro' one whole life an overflowing urn, Capacious both of Friendship and of Love.